‘8

arouscd from  bed,’ her  sparse  holr
tight-clumped in a semi-cltele of kid-
ctirfore, Mrs,  Conover crouvhed In a
modning, rocllng heap,  Scaraed, whilsp-
ering groups of sovvants blocked  Lho
doorwnys or poerad curfously in froi
Behlnad | cortning, The ofr was  thick
with! the puiigent smell of antiseptics,
Tha Dalltedder, lying motionlesz hes
I the unshinded pglave of o half-
Vo zns Jetd, was Swathed of hend
pundnged of nrm, e was coil-
nnd hig shirt and walsteont wero
oawnopen,  disclosing his  mighty
clivat! Acrogs the coyeh-end:his: fect,
w111 hooted and  gpurred, protruded
ety ni-a moanikin's,

It was upon this aecene

that Anice

anil Cllve entored, At sight of the *
elrl, MMes Conover serpmbled. to hiér
foet, owlith oowild outhurstiof soared
#obg, seutilled forward to moel her, thi
Vedshilg sippers  shutiling and  sliding

polighed

grotvaquely alang  the taor,
Anlee took the panic-steieken) weop-
fnge erenlira into her avms and whisp-
cred what words of | comfort and én-
courngement sha ecould.

Monnwhile Clive, not  deslving. to
Break Inon the doglors’ conference,
turned toothe doorway peainsond asl-
el i question of one of tha scervanls,
o reply, the groom, Giles, wos thrust
Torwnrd nnd obliged to repeat, with
dolorous unétion, for the tonth  time
within an hour, {he story of the ac-
cident,
“¥ousce, sl he sald, lowering hils

voas though In the vooinm avith
Mr, Conover  sent Wonrd Lor
le with hin, We storied olf
cad run, and my liorse couldn't
noways lieep up witlh Dunderberg, =0

1 follows along behind os  fast s [
could, but I coaldi’t  lkeép ups to tha
right distiance QN us, Lol saye e,
Mpo Conover turns. ok of (the drive,
unp Pompton A o, 8l nndl on st
thy (Tlumazon place, o a-followin' ag
Tast oas 1 oeonld. . All of a sudden I
Tenbehes upe 1us in thet dorle, avood
Tateh of romd o just thiis slde the quar-
ries, The wpy Lohinppens Lo ocntell g
is hoeause Dunderberg was' havin® ong
of them lantrums of hlg an' e, Cen-
over woe glvin® it to him@for all he
wiks-worth, crop on' spuar)an’ Dunder-
Tierg a-whiclin® around amd: passagin’
an' tryin' his best (ocrearANn every
time that horse's forelegs moes up in
the air “Alr. Conover'd bring: his fist
down hotw hls enrvs an'down'd come
IDundorhe on all-foirs aEain,  They
was takin' up all tho rond; awide as [t
is. an' . Dunderhere was lashin'  oan'
plungin' like ho waserazy, an' M
Conover sticlin® on ke hewas glued
there an' sendin’ in Lthe sapurs ol the
whoelks of the crop. tlll yFouwd  'a

4iTg the Mext Governor of the*Mountain State,”" solemnly proclaimed  Anice,

thought he'd kill the brute. Then,
Dundeérberg makes o dive ahead  on'
pets out alongside the quarry-plt an'
trles to ronr again. ight on the edgo
of Lhe pit"

“Yag,!" =uld Clive exclledly,
groom  paused, ‘and then?”’
FWhy, elr, Iean’t rightly tell) the
light woae: so bad: “I{ Ithd ‘been any
one else bit 3lr Conover, I'd soy he
lost hiz merve, an' when Dunderbery
reared up he forget Lo bring hlm down
lilie he'd done those othor times, or
maybe he did hit the horse between
the ears ngain an' didn't Wit hard

na llie

enotgh,  Anyhow, over goes: Dunder-
herg (haekward—elean.  (ifteen | feel
drop—Into the quarry. An' DMr, Con-
over under hlm. CAn' then——"

But Clive had moved away. The doe-
tors had. finished’ thelr consultntion,
and one of them—Dr. Howes, the Con-
over fomily physiclan—had again op-
proached that sllent figura | on tho
couch; :

YAt sight of Stondislithe second doo-
ior cpme forward: to ineel tho young
mon,

Una hie whispered, reading the un-
spolken question in Clive's Tace, “no
nossible; hopo, Ile  cauw't last over an
hour longer at nosgl.  Another man,;
cruzhed os he was, would have been
killed at once. “As it s, he probably

Great Advertising Gains.

won't. recover consclousness,  Nothing
butihls tremendous witallty holds tha
slireds of ' life'In lilm B0’ fong o5 thig!

“Does higwifo Know-

‘‘Sho'ls'not in nostite. to be told. I
wish woa. could persugde her to leave
theroom, | Perlinps Miss Lanler %

A pesture from: Dr.o Howes
them toward the couchs

“11o ig coming to his senses!'' suald
the fumily physieinn, ndding under-his
hreath, 2o (hat only his colleagie and
Clive could henr; ‘1t 1s” the nnal rally,
Not pne man-in o Lhousand )

But Clive had eanglit Antee's ove and
hocltoned her 'to lead Mrs, Conover to
ithe slde of tha' eouch. 5

The Rollroader's face, set 1o carven
granite, began to twiteh  The  rigid
molth  relaxéd its scet whiteness. ond
the eyelids flickered,  Mra o Conovee,
at these slgns of life, prepared for a
frosh atlock of hysteria, but o gentle,
flem pressure of Anlce's hand In hers
forestalled theloutburst. With an ng-
ved loplc nt the mirl, Letty agaln
turnod her scaved attention to her hus-
band,
o or.

drew

Hawes: was bending once mora
over the prosirate  mom,: seeking lo
employ a. restorative. . Now he roso,
and'ns ha dld 8o, Calel's eyves openad.
There waks no bhewllderment, no sur-
prise nor pain in’the calm glancae thit
swept hls garish surroundings, :

.
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Jighted his whole face,

Urg ho suffering?! whispered Atilea,

HOp—=1t &

Vioreihly,! rottirned Dro Hawes: In
tho samoa tonp,  “'He—"

fhe: ghrewd, pale ¢yes ‘that scorned
lo show! trdee <of pliysieal or: mentol
angulsh, #lowly tool In the group he-
side the couch, resting first on Lho Lwo
physiclons, then on a‘l‘n!urz Linnder,

As he saw ond :'ecoqu[zud Anlea the
first chinnge eamoe over tho dylng man's
hard-gel Fentures. A lyole of poerplox-
fLy that merged into |glad = surprise
moothing from
{towlth muglie touch Miry lina of core,
thought or time; transjgucing it into
thie enuntenanes of o hippy boy. Long
1ig sought 'and held hir sympathetlc
glance, that” look of yiull and glad-
ness growing and dedening on hia
face, whils all around dood ‘silent and
manlyelling

It was Mrs, Conover
snell ;

SOn, Caleh ! alie wallfl querulously,
“you sald o horse coull got the' bel-
ter ‘of you,  And now L2

At lier words the bealfie Hght was
gone from Conover's eyesd In its stead
came i gleam of grim, innleal amuse-
ment.. Then, hia ‘gage faveling: past
Anieo to Clive Standish, hrows con-
trocted Ina frown of digleasure, But
this, too, faded.. The aathed heod
soltled lower piong the rushlons, the
powerful “body seempd” t| shrink and
flatten.  The eyes closed pnd  Conover
Jay very still,

Hlis wifo, divining for o first timae
ithe actunl stale of affnlf, Aung hee-
solf forward on her knck boside tha
Bllent figure, hep sobs loling i to o
cregeendo ery ol terror,

Slowly Caleh Conove
eyes Neluctantly, ns thugh drawn
hack by ‘sheer forco frd  the  vary
threshinll of ‘the wide pdals of Rest,
his spirit paused for onfistant long-
erIn its earthly ohodeprused  fand
flared up, ns nodying park, in the
Lnilroaderis stiffening: fio.

‘1o hrolkao tho

opened: lla

For & moment his pyes—already
wide with the awful mslery aof tha
Teyond—eirayed over 18 Kneeling

wifei over the sparse jeks bunched
up in that hale’ of kidurlers; over
the pudey  shope so micllessly oul-
lined: by thae sheer nim-gown; over
tho tear-swaollen red eydihe Dblotehed
chooks, the quiverin  pursed-up
mouth, | i

TLetty,” he panted, Inlred dlsgust, .
yoll Jook—mmore like o msly rabbit—
cvery doy!' s 5
THIE BND I
|

ed the greatest circulation ever

hat it should have printed more

advertising Sunday, March 24th, than was ever printed by it ‘in any regular issue

in its history, breaking its own records

_of March 17th and |
by 990 inches.
The Times-

Indeed,

(as there are none other comparable to it)

It Is Supreme in Virginia.

Oth, and its record of the corresponding day of last year,

Dispatch now ranks among the great newspapers of America.




